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Icarus: Poemjor an Aviator

Step straight and clean from your shade as the bombs

are dropping

On London and Berlin their crocodile tears ;
Rise like a tree and tower from your dreary childhood
With the strength of an ox in the drive of your

hovering love.

Your past lies dead and the soaring devil's delivered
As your heart explodes like a meteor, making you live
With the endless rhythm of Sisyphus rolling his rock
With the joy of an eagle plunging his beak in a plover,
With the ease of a master-key noiselessly turned in a

lock.

Over the lanes where the ragged urchins are playing,

Flying and blessing, your self exults and is saved,

Who crawled through your boyhood, blind in a slum of

darkness,
With oaths in your ears and an aching stone in your

breast.

You were afraid of your life and your quivering body,
Afraid of the kiss and the fiery cross in your bowels,
Afraid of the rusting wonder, the sexual thrust,
Your father's hand and your mother's whitening hair,
' And the slime of the worm as it scrawled your name in

the dust.
All these, young man, were the images of your fear.

Until you rose in the image of your God,
Crashing through clouds and spreading your hands

through the azure,
Grasping the rainbows and spitting your hate on the

You flew with the falcon, you split the soft sky like a
birth.